The inheritance of a new palette table built by someone who is a much better carpenter than I could ever be.
It was during this period of time that I learn that inspiration cannot be forced. I start spending most of my hours making things and take the advice of the very wise Chuck Close:
Inspiration is for amateurs--the rest of us just show up and get to work. And the belief that things will grow out of the activity itself and that you will, through work, bump into other possibilities and kick open other doors that you would THIS PLACE have never dreamt of if you were just sitting around looking for another great 'art' idea. And the belief that process, in a sense, is liberating and that you don't have to reinvent the wheel everyday. Today, you know what you'll do, you could be doing what you were yesterday, and tomorrow you are gonna do what you did today, and at least for a certain period of time you can just work. If you hang in there, you will get somewhere. 1 Figure 7. Home Iowa City, February 2013. My studio = My home.
I moved from Massachusetts to Iowa City by myself. The cornfields were equal to an alien landscape to me then. I was incredibly nervous and shy. Not walking there everyday will feel very odd. Figure 11 . Thank You David Dunlap sure that it should take the form of oil paintings in a series (the bigger the better, lots of red). That was what I thought serious graduate level art had to be. Very quickly though, my impulse to attach things to the sides of the canvas, sit things in front of it, and even bring it outside began to dominate my practice. I fought with a craving to make paintings that could be touched and that could touch back in the form of both a warm hug and an aggressive slap. I wanted to make paintings that could be entered into and interacted with in ways that were a little messier than a stretched canvas on a white wall could really offer. 
GET EXCITED AND MAKE THINGS

